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not forget me in the great world ouside?" asked
Bachuli, "For they tell me here that no one likes to
remember convicts once they are in the great big
world." I stroked her head and assured her that
it would not be so, and though many years have
passed, her memory is still very fresh and will re-
main thus for a long time.

As I together with some of my comrades who
were also released the same day walked out of the
prison yards and through the prison gates, I sent
up a prayer that Bachuli and other young people
like her would not spend their lives in jail, but that
some kind fate would restore them to their homes
and to a life of peace and happiness.

I turned back once to have a last look at the
prison with its grim and forbidding wall which held
captive dozens of young offenders all in their teens,
and which had been my home for a year.   The large
gates were slowly closing and through them I still
could see the young girls assembled in the yard to
bid us farewell.   I waived and quickly turned my
head away so that my comrades should not see the
tears in my eyes, but they did and laughingly asked
me whether it was breaking my heart to leave the
jail.    They little knew for whom my tears were
shed, for, they had not learnt to know these young
convicts as my sister and I had done.   They had
remained aloof from them and could not under-
stand our feelings for them. My tears were not shed
because I was leaving jail, for jail had not been a
bed of roses for any of us. They were shed because
I was leaving behind a few helpless little girls in
their teens, girls who were sentenced to long terms
of imprisonment for crimes committed in ignorance
and unhappiness and who, through sheer misunder-
standing and cruelty were made to commit such
acts which they never would have committed had
poverty, neglect and cruelty not been their lot.   It